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sought to make our acquaintance personal and intimate,
and but for my unremitting and ceaseless devotion to press-
ing current duties I should have fully responded. But I
had not time. I think he saw and appreciated it, and he in-
timated, not exactly proposed, a board to take up the sub-
ject of our Southern coast, its channels, approaches, inlets,
and defenses in detail, and report to me. It struck me
favorably, and Du Pont was put upon that board with
him, was brought to Washington, and commenced forming
a clique while reporting on the surveys of the coast. He
moved with great skill, and I, being unsuspicious, was, I
can perceive, to some extent deceived. But I think the ill
success of the intrigue of H. Winter Davis and himself
through Seward led Du Pont to the conclusion that he
would not be likely to make head against me during this
administration. He therefore changed his tactics, became
greatly friendly and profoundly respectful, designing, if he
could, to use me. To some extent he did so. Old Admiral
Shubrick was his relative and patron. Mr. Fox was devoted
to him, and I listened much to Fox as well as to Shubrick.
Admiral Paulding, then here, was kindly disposed, as de-
tailing officer, to second Du Pont, and Admiral Davis was
his shadow. Of course with such surroundings, and with
Du Pont himself, who became friendly, I think truly
friendly, and almost deferential, I yielded much to his
wishes and recommendations. It was early arranged that
he should have a squadron to effect a lodgment at some
port on the South Atlantic. Fernandina was much thought
of, but Port Royal and Bull's Bay were mentioned. A divi-
sion of the Atlantic Squadron, then commanded by Ad-
miral Stringham, became indispensable, and Stringham
himself, having taken offense, unwisely, at some order is-
sued in my absence, proposed to resign just as the subject
of dividing the squadron was taken up, which made the
way clear for Du Pont. He took the Navy Register and
made to a great extent his selection of officers. It was a
Du Pont squadron emphatically. Poor Mercer, who had